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8.    Ah no ! the thought I cannot bear .
And, if God please my life to spare,
I hope I shall reward thy care,

My Mother.

9.    When thou art feeble, old, and grey,
My healthy arm shall be thy stay,
And I will soothe thy pains away,

My Mother.

10. And when I see thee hang thy head,
'Twill be my turn to watch thy bed,
And tears of sweet affection shed,

My Mother.

THE LION AND THIS BULLS.

am-i-ty        slan-der-ous      jeal-ous-y           quar-rels

se-cret-ly     fo-ment-ed        dig-trust             op-por-tu-ni*ties

1.    Three  Bulls  fed in afield together in the
greatest peace and amity.    A Lion  had  long
watched them in the hope of making prize  of
them, but found that there was little chance for
him  so  long as they  kept  all   together.    He
therefore   began  secretly to  spread   evil   and
slanderous reports of one against the  other, till
he had fomented a jealousy and distrust amongst
them.    No sooner did the  Lion  see  that  they
avoided one another, and  fed each  by himself
apart,  than he fell upon them singly, and so
made an easy prey of them all.

2.    The quarrels of friends, are the opportuni-
ties of foes.